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drains and then went out with a cigarette tin and
gathered it up again, for "chloride of lime is very
expensive/' said auntie, "and Pm sure it's all non-
sense."
There were wind storms that filled the house
with dust and rubbish, and teasing voices shouting
above the wind which sank suddenly into a dull,
hot stillness; there was a yellow light in the sky so
that the grass changed to sage colour, and the
marble of the Victoria Memorial was stained with
yellow, and the tarmac on the roads was dark and
dull as iron. The wind storms swept up with
blisters of rain which ceased abruptly, leaving
litter in the streets3 raising the dust; night and
day were heavy and hot, everything was slowed
down, waiting for the rain.
Every day they said the rains would break, and
night came and still no rain. A lethargy fell on the
city under those leaden skies from which there was
no escape. Mr. Mascarenes had taken the baby to
its grandmother, Mrs. deSouza lay on the sofa,
sending the children to fetch more ice, and the child-
ren were too oppressed to play; Mr, Kawashima
sat out in only his shorts, his yellow chest glisten-
ing with sweat, the Bartons* suite was shut for
they had gone to Darjeeling, The Bengali fam-
ily on the first floor shuttered their rooms and
played endless Bengali records, the nasal music
filtered into every corner of the house now that the
Mascarenes band was no longer there to drown it,
If it had not been for the doctor, auntie would not
have done her hair or changed her slippers, but she